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If  you  do  swear  to  put  a  Tyrant  down, 

You  sleep  in  peace,  the  tyrant  being  slain. 
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Your  wives  shall  welcome  home  the  conquerors. 

If  you  do  free  your  Children  from  the  sword, 

Your  children’s  children  quit  it  in  your  Age.” 

— Shakspbarb. 


HARRISBURG: 

SINGERLY  PRINTING  AND  PUBLISHING  HOUSE. 

I875- 


3* 


Entered,  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  1875, 
BY  SAM.  M.  SAYFORD, 

In  the  office  of  the  Librarian  of  Congress,  at  Washington 


l 


/ 


TO  JAMES  BLACK,  ESQ., 

WHO,  IN  THE  MIDST  OF  REVERSES,  HAS  NEVER  WA¬ 
VERED  IN  HIS  SELF-SACRIFICING  WORK  FOR  GOD 
AND  HUMANITY — THE  WORLD’S  RECOGNIZED 
CHAMPION  OF  TEMPERANCE,  WHICH  HE 
HAS  EVER  NOBLY  UPHELD  AT  THE 
SACRIFICE  OF  EASE  AND  MEANS, 

THIS  PAMPHLET  IS  RESPECT¬ 
FULLY  DEDICATED, 

BY  THE  AUTHOR. 


PREFACE. 


It  was  originally  the  design  of  the  author  to  have 
prepared  a  lecture  upon  the  subject  of  this  pamphlet, 
but  circumstances  being  of  such  a  nature  as  to  pre¬ 
vent  him  from  entering  the  lecture  field  during  the 
coming  season,  he  respectfully  presents  his  thoughts 
in  this  form,  hoping  thereby  to  awaken  a  sleeping 
and  indifferent  Christian  people  to  a  fuller  sense  of 
their  duty  upon  the  all-important  question  of  intem¬ 
perance.  As  to  merit,  the  matter  is  before  the 
reader,  than  whom  there  is  no  better  judge.  Should 
there  be  no  other  result  than  the  saving  of  one  poor 
soul  from  a  drunkard’s  grave,  it  will  have  done 
enough  to  reward  him,  who  is  a  young  but  earnest 
laborer  in  the  great  temperance  reform. 

That  God  may  bless  this  humble  effort  abundantly 
to  the  doing  of  much  good,  and  that  all  honor  may 
be  ascribed  to  Him,  who  has  rescued  the  writer  from 
a  wicked  life  and  a  drunkard’s  death,  is  the  earnest 
prayer  of 

The  Author. 

Harrisburg,  Pa.,  September  7,  1875. 
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God’s  Centennial. 


LL  hearts  are  now  throbbing  with  joyous  an- 


JLX,  ticipations  of  the  grand  Centennial,  which 
will  soon  be  held  in  the  Quaker  City,  commemorative 
of  a  century  of  American  Independence. 

The  world  has  watched  with  varied  feelings  the 
unexampled  progress  of  our  great  Republic. 

Now,  when  one  hundred  years  have  elapsed,  since 
she  was  born  in  doubt  and  darkness  and  baptized  in 
blood,  she  stands  forth  the  mightiest  amongst  the 
mighty.  Her  centennial  rejoicings  afford  topics  of 
interest  to  the  inhabitants  of  every  clime  and  realm. 

As  Americans  we  feel  proud  of  our  heaven-blessed 
land,  we  rejoice  in  her  prosperity,  we  hail  with  ven¬ 
eration  her  stars  and  stripes  that  proudly  float  in 
every  breeze,  we  rejoice  that  our  eagle’s  dusky  pin¬ 
ions  are  revered  and  honored  the  wide  world  over, 
and  are  to  the  oppressed  of  every  land  a  symbol  of 
hope  and  joy.  Wonderful  are  the  ways  of  Provi¬ 
dence,  and  wonderful  indeed  are  the  steps  by  which 
Columbia,  beneath  His  guardianship,  has  been  led  to 
power,  opulence  and  honor. 

It  may  be  well  for  us  to  keep  in  mind  a  sharply 
defined  contrast  of  two  terminal  points — the  turret 
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and  foundation-stone  of  our  National  existence,  the 
bridging  between  being  the  space  of  one  hundred 
years. 

1776.  . 

From  the  humble  city  of  “Brotherly  Love”  on 
the  banks  of  the  sweetly  gliding  Delaware,  the  bell 
— the  echoes  of  which  shall  never  die — had  pro¬ 
claimed  “  Liberty  throughout  all  the  land  and  to  all 
the  inhabitants  thereof.”  High  and  stern  were  the 
resolves  of  those  noble  men,  who  had  staked  in  that 
declaration  “  their  lives,  their  fortunes  and  their  sa¬ 
cred  honors.” 

Yet  all  was  doubt  and  anxiety.  The  alarms  of 
war  with  rude  vibrations  shook  the  air  and  carried 
terrors  to  wife  and  maiden’s  heart.  On  fields  of  blood 
Columbia’s  sons  were  falling  beneath  relentless  strokes 
given  by  mercenary  soldiery.  The  star  of  freedom 
seemed  veiled  by  the  gloom  of  a  long  night — a  night 
of  which  no  man  could  fortell  the  duration. 

1876. 

We  need  not  tell  you  of  the  change.  You  read  it 
in  all  around  you  ;  in  fertile  farms  and  teeming  cities. 
You  read  it  in  the  sharp,  quick  click  of  the  electric 
telegraph ;  in  the  thundering  of  the  express  that 
whirls  along ;  in  all  the  appliances  of  civilization. 
You  read  it  in  happy  homes,  in  beaming  faces.  You 
read  it  in  peace  and  prosperity  and  plenty ;  in  church 
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and  school  and  stately  hall.  You  read  it  in  the 
grand  and  extensive  preparations  now  making  in  the 
City  of  Penn,  to  welcome  the  millions  of  our  own  and 
every  other  land,  who  are  coming,  coming ,  coming 
like  the  waves  of  the  sea,  to  blend  their  offerings  at 
Freedom’s  shrine. 

No  dull- throated  cannon  now  rolls  forth  its  shotted 
salute  of  slaughter ;  but  the  roar  of  the  cannon  of 
peace,  the  peal  of  bells,  the  alleluiahs  of  all  the  peo¬ 
ple,  the  blare  of  bugle  and  the  roll  of  drum  proclaim 
hosannas  for  a  land  redeemed  from  foreign  rule  and 
internal  strife. 

But  let  us  not,  in  our  jubilations  that  our  land  has 
lived  and  prospered  one  hundred  years,  forget  that 
time  is  hurrying  into  eternity,  and  that  the  eternity 
of  the  future,  which  is  fast  revolving  into  the  pres¬ 
ent,  is  already  heralding  a  centennial  beneath  which 
all  human  centennials  shrink  into  insignificance — 
God’s  Centennial.  Let  us  not  forget  that  all  our 
blessings  are  from  His  hand — that  we  are  accounta¬ 
ble  to  Him  for  all  that  we  enjoy  as  individuals  and 
as  nations.  Let  us  not  forget  that  a  curse,  more 
blood-dyed  than  sword  or  bayonet,  is  fastening  on  our 
vitals  and  lapping  the  life-blood,  not  only  of  five  mil¬ 
lions  of  helpless  victims,  but  the  life-blood  of  the 
nation.  We  refer  to  a  curse  more  cruel  than  ever 
was  pictured  fiend  of  oriental  story — a  grim  and  si¬ 
lent,  a  seductive,  ever  present  messenger  of  death, 
that  hurls  genius  from  its  throne  into  the  abysmal 
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night  of  hopeless  idiocy, — that  clothes  beauty  in  rags 
and  rottenness — that  debauches  the  tenderest  sensi¬ 
bilities,  and  banishes  honor,  truth  and  rectitude  from 
the  bosom  of  earth’s  noblest  sons  and  daughters — a 
curse  through  which  numberless  avenues  are  annu¬ 
ally  opened  down  to  hell. 

Along  the  Delaware,  the  Susquehanna,  the  Ohio, 
the  Mississippi,  everywhere  in  this  broad,  fair  land 
of  ours,  the  tocsin  is  ringing,  calling  not  to  contend¬ 
ing  armies  to  fight  with  sword  and  cannon  for  their 
flag  and  their  country,  but  calling  to  all  the  people 
to  rouse  and  arm  in  the  contest  of  the  Omnipotent — 
to  fight  for  God,  for  self,  for  home,  for  children  stand¬ 
ing  on  the  ledges  of  fiery  craters — to  fight  for  na¬ 
tional  existence  already  quivering  in  a  maelstrom, 
fiercer,  more  perilous  than  the  Norwegian  cycle  of 
foaming  waters. 

The  day  of  the  Lord  is  indeed  at  hand,  at  hand— 
and  whilst  the  storm  rolls  up  in  the  sky,  a  nation 
sleeps  on  heaving  earthquakes  and  madly  races  for 
gold  and  gain  o’er  yawning  chasms. 

Before  the  mother  country  had  developed  the 
course  of  injustice  and  puerile  statesmanship,  which 
eventuated  in  plucking  the  brightest  jewels  from  her 
coronet,  a  curse  had  been  born  in  the  stills  of  New 
England  and  wafted  by  the  breezes  from  the  West 
Indies,  more  fatal  to  any  people  than  the  blight  of 
kingly  or  ministerial  despotism. 

Parallel  with  the  upward  and  onward  progress  of 
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our  nation,  that  curse  has  progressed  with  gigantic 
strides,  until  “ Drunkenness ,  in  its  folly,  its  revel,  its 
obscenity,  its  beastliness,  staggers  across  the  vision, 
— Poverty ,  clothed  with  the  rags  of  innocence  or  the 
filth  of  vice,  files  past, — Ignorance ,  with  her  sightless 
orbs,  attended  by  her  sad  and  hopeless  brood,  gropes 
on  to  the  darkness  beyond, — Prostitution ,  in  flaunt¬ 
ing  robes  of  guilt,  with  heart-on-fire  of  hell,  hurries, 
shrinking  and  mocking,  onwards  to  the  flowing 
stream  beneath  the  ‘  Bridge  of  Sighs,’ — Disease 
withdraws  its  curtain  that  we  may  see  its  lazar  vic¬ 
tims  stretched  on  their  ‘bed  abhorred,’ — Idiocy , 
with  incoherent  gibberings  and  lack-lustre  eyes, 
shows  itself, — Insanity ,  with  her  multiplied  children, 
here  ‘moping  melancholy,’  there  raving  madness, 
comes  up  and  vanishes  from  sight, — Brutal  Lust) 
fiercely  glaring  upon  outraged  chastity,  stalks  by, 
and  the  fearful  panorama  closes  with  Grime ,  appar¬ 
elled  in  garments  purple  with  the  blood  of  many  vic¬ 
tims.” 

At  an  early  period  the  noble  men,  who  declared 
our  independence  and  pledged  to  the  support  of  that 
declaration  life,  fortune  and  sacred  honor,  felt  the  dire 
incubus  that  was  pressing  upon  the  nation.  Accord¬ 
ingly  we  find  that  on  the  twenty-seventh  day  of  Feb¬ 
ruary,  1777,  the  Continental  Congress  passed  the  fol¬ 
lowing:  “ Resolved ,  That  it  be  recommended  to  the 
several  legislatures  of  the  United  States,  immediately 

to  pass  laws  the  most  effectual  for  putting  an  imme- 
l* 
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diate  stop  to  the  pernicious  practice  of  distilling  grain, 
by  which  the  most  extensive  evils  are  likely  to  be 
derived  if  not  quickly  prevented.”  Well  would  it 
have  been  for  posterity  had  these  words  of  warning 
been  heeded.  Had  the  advice  of  the  Continental 
Congress  been  promptly  and  universally  followed 
by  the  various  State  legislatures,  we  would  not  see 
around  us  men  of  talent  and  genius  dropping  from 
the  Senate  chamber  of  our  nation  to  the  degradation 
of  the  gutter,  beauty  blasted  into  deformity,  and  the 
pride  and  joy  of  happy  homes  dropping  through 
every  stage  of  bestiality  into  the  rayless  night  of  a 
drunkard’s  delirium  and  the  utterly  hopeless  eter¬ 
nity  of  a  drunkard’s  hell. 

It  is  not  the  design  of  this  pamphlet  to  outline  the 
progress  and  growth  of  intemperance.  Neither  is  it 
within  our  scope  minutely  to  sketch  the  develop¬ 
ment  amongst  lovers  of  God  and  man  of  a  sentiment 
of  opposition  to  the  gigantic  evil.  To  do  either 
would  oblige  us  to  exceed  the  space  we  propose  to 
use.  Nor  do  we  deem  it  necessary.  The  growth  of 
the  malign  power  is  patent  to  all  except  those  who, 
“having  eyes  see  not.”  We  believe  it  to  be  equally 
patent  that  a  man  cannot  be  a  Christian  and  at  the 
same  time  a  patron  of  the  traffic  and  a  foe  to  its  abo¬ 
lition. 

The  utterances  of  the  assembled  wisdom  of  the 
Continental  Congress  were  followed  by  the  thunder 
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tones  of  warning  and  expostulation  from  the  talented 
Dr.  Rush. 

As  spread  the  curse,  so  spread  the  combination  to 
combat  its  influence,  until  now,  from  the  forests  of 
Maine  to  the  golden  sands  of  California,  from  the 
rugged  cliffs  of  Superior  to  the  Flowery  Land,  there 
is  a  sharply  defined  contest  between  the  right  and 
the  wrong.  In  one  rank  or  the  other  all  must  be 
found.  There  is  no  neutral  ground  between  these 
contending  cohorts.  Fetter  your  tongue  as  you  will, 
your  influence,  your  example  speak  either  for  Jeho¬ 
vah  or  Diabolus. 

Now  we  have  reached  a  period  when  the  crime,  mis¬ 
ery  and  wretchedness  produced  by  the  rum  traffic  is 
expressed  by  stupendous,  appalling  figures.  But 
beyond  all  statistics  there  are  facts  that  figures  can 
never  express.  Figures  can  never  express  broken 
hearts  and  blasted  homes,  squalid  poverty,  ignorance 
and  brutality  entailed  on  wife  and  child.  They  can¬ 
not  express  intellect  besotted,  beauty  covered  with 
rags,  virtue  transformed  to  licentiousness,  the  agony 
of  aged  parents  weeping  in  speechless  woe  over  the 
corpse  of  him  who  had  been  their  hope  for  declining 
years.  We  pause;  for  words  as  well  as  figures  are 
powerless  to  convey  an  intelligible  outline  of  even  a 
tithe  of  the  miseries  attendant  on  the  traffic  in  strong 
drink. 

And  is  there  no  way  in  which  can  be  presented  to 
the  American  people  an  accurate  conception  of  the 
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ruin  of  rum  ?  No ;  we  can  at  best  only  approxi¬ 
mate  it. 

During  tbe  Centennial  year,  when  farmer  and 
artisan  are  vying  in  the  exhibition  of  the  products 
of  fertile  soil  and  busy  shop,  let  the  rum-seller  step 
to  the  van  of  the  great  procession.  Don’t  be  back¬ 
ward,  gentlemen.  Yours  is  an  ancient  and  honor¬ 
able  calling.  Be  up  and  doing.  Secure  the  choicest 
and  most  spacious  halls  of  the  Centennial  buildings, 
and  there  exhibit  to  the  world  the  fruits  of  your 
labors.  Summon  up  all  your  professional  pride,  and 
make  the  exhibition  one  long  to  be  remembered. 
From  the  slums  of  every  city,  from  village  and  rural 
retreat,  bring  your  handiwork.  Fit  up  the  gilded 
saloon  of  fashion,  and  make  it  gorgeous  with  all  that 
fascinates  the  youthful  gaze. 

There  show  us  the  young  man,  the  hope  of  parents, 
the  pride  of  sisters,  the  ornament  of  society,  taking 
the  first  draught  from  the  fiery  bowl.  Show  us  the 
various  stages  of  transformation  down  the  stair- way 
of  the  years  of  life ;  and  finally  show  us  the  lowest 
and  filthiest  type  of  the  underground  bar-room  that 
America  can  produce.  Place  there — before  the  bar 
— the  same  young  man  bereft  of  home  and  friends, 
reason  tottering,  conscience  seared,  limbs  trembling 
with  the  throes  of  mania — all  that  he  once  loved  and 
lived  for  broken-hearted  beneath  the  sod — pleading, 
begging,  praying  for  one  glass  of  rum  to  drown  in 
momentary  forgetfulness  the  raging  fire  within. 
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Don’t  forget  to  place  behind  the  counter  the  model 
American  bar-keeper — the  man  more  brutalized  than 
the  sot  before  him — the  man  who  can  jeer  and  taunt 
and  curse  his  victim  if  he  does  not  hold  in  his  tremb¬ 
ling  fingers  a  dime  to  pay  for  his  dose  of  liquid  fire. 
Pile  up  your  exhibition  hall  with  bloated  drunkards. 
You  have  plenty  to  choose  from,  and  you  can  exhibit 
rare  forms  of  degradation,  every  variety  of  bestiality 
and  nakedness,  want  and  wretchedness,  every  form 
of  brutality,  deformity,  bruises  and  wounds.  Rifle 
the  grave  to  exhibit  your  trophies.  Show  us  what 
you  did  for  Webster,  Douglas  and  Yates.  Show  us 
Saulsbury  reeling  into  the  American  Senate  cham¬ 
ber  in  a  condition  foul  beyond  description.  Give  us 
a  rare  painting  representing  the  death  mania  of  the 
talented  Poe.  Collect  in  galaxies  and  groups  your 
trophies;  not  representative  individuals  alone,  but 
legions  as  you  find  them  all  over  our  land,  in  peni¬ 
tentiaries  and  alms-houses,  in  dens  of  prostitution, 
and  on  the  gallows  expiating  the  deeds  of  a  drunken 
debauch.  Fill  the  streets  of  the  Quaker  City  with 
vast  processions  of  the  widows  and  orphans  made  by 
your  nefarious  traffic.  Let  their  rags  and  rude  ha¬ 
biliments  of  woe  and  misery  float  out  on  the  breeze 
that  dallies  with  the  star-spangled  banner  you  proudly 
place  at  the  head  of  the  procession.  Yes,  don’t  for¬ 
get  the  star-gemmed  standard,  symbol  of  Columbia’s 
power,  for  is  not  yours  a  legal  traffic,  endorsed  and 
regulated  by  the  wisdom  of  America’s  law-givers  ? 
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Place  pennons  along  tlie  line  of  march  bearing  the  in¬ 
scription,  “Long  live  King  Alcohol ;  who  is  so  power¬ 
ful  as  our  king?”  And  as  the  triumphal  procession 
passes  along  let  all  the  devotees  of  Bacchus  shout 
forth  alleluiahs  of  praise — sing  paeans  of  acclamation. 
Hore  is  an  opportunity  such  as  may  never  again 
<  rnr  for  the  rum-seller  to  rebuke  the  temperance 
fanatics.  Don’t  be  backward,  gentlemen,  don’t  be 
diffident.  Modest  worth  is  ever  unassuming,  but  on 
this  great  occasion  it  will  not  do  to  be  too  excessively 
modest. 

And  now  looking  forward  through  the  dim  vista 
of  the  future,  down  the  corridor  of  the  ages,  we  see 
the  approao-  of  another  centennial.  None  of  us  will 
live  to  see  America’s  second  centennial.  Long  before 
that  arrives  our  life-work  will  be  done  for  weal  or 
vroe,  and  we  will  be  gathered  to  our  fathers.  But 
there  is  One  to  whom  a. thousand  years  are  but  as  a 
day,  who  holds  the  future  as  well  as  the  present  and 
the  past,  and  as  sure  as  He  rules  1976  will  come. 

Mortal  man  dare  not  forestall  the  secrets  of  Om- 

• 

nipotence,  nor  attempt  to  predict  what  that  centen¬ 
nial  will  be.  And  yet  we  know  that  it  will  be  one 
of  two  things,  either  a  period  of  glad  exultation  or 
universal  woe.  It  must  be  either  GocCs  Centennial 
or  our  utter  desolation.  We  are  but  an  insignificant 
generation  in  the  immensity  of  the  ages,  and  if  we 
prove  recreant  to  our  trust  and  to  our  God,  He  will 
raise  up  other  peoples  and  other  nations  to  accomplish 
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His  divine  plans.  Every  one  is  a  factor  in  the  solu¬ 
tion  of  the  problem  what  our  next  centennial  is  to  be. 
No  matter  how  dark  the  clouds  in  the  sky,  how  ray¬ 
less  the  morn,  it  is  our  duty  to  walk  on  in  patient 
faith,  in  the  appointed  path,  trusting  to  Omnipotence 
to  guide  and  crown  our  efforts. 

Permit  us  to  present  two  contrasted  pictures.  V>  J 
may  not  live  to  see  either  fully  realized,  but  another 
century  must  tell  the  story,  must  reveal  either  a 
heaven-blessed  nation,  celebrating  not  only  the  cen¬ 
tennial  of  their  independence,  but  the  grand  centen¬ 
nial  rejoicings  of  God  and  humanity ;  or  a  nation 
utterly  ruined  and  debauched,  festered  and  corrupted 
to  the  core,  with  the  curse  of  strong  drAiX,  fastened 
on  every  vital  and  poisoning  every  artery. 

The  first  picture  is  only  the  culmination  of  what 
we  every  day  see  all  around  us.  We  cannot  ex¬ 
aggerate.  Exaggeration  is  impossible.  Language 
does  not  possess  words  sufficiently  strong  to  paint  it 
truly.  The  most  brilliant  intellect  cannot  summon 
imagery  sufficiently  vivid  to  fully  describe  it.  John 
Wesley  is  said  to  have  called  slavery  “  The  sum  of 
all  villianies.”  How  truthfully  would  that  express¬ 
ion  describe  the  rum  traffic. 

And  now  open  your  eyes  to  the  desolation  and 
misery  and  ruin  all  around,  and  imagine  that  increas¬ 
ing  with  culminatory  force  for  a  century.  Imagine 
this  sum  of  all  villianies — this  hydra-headed  monster 
— which  includes  murder,  arson,  robbery,  prostitution, 
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profanity  and  lying,  flourishing  for  a  century  to  come. 
Look  at  the  myriads  it  will  send  to  the  grave.  Look 
at  the  homes  it  will  desolate.  Look  at  the  hearts  it 
will  crush.  Look  at  the  virtuous  it  will  debauch. 
Look  at  the  souls  it  will  wreck  on  the  shoals  of  a  hope¬ 
less  eternity — (an  eternity  of  despair) — and  say,  is 
it  possible  to  exaggerate  or  even  truthfully  paint  our 
condition  with  another  hundred  years  of  legalized 
rum  ?  We  will,  however,  attempt  to  portray,  at  least 
feebly,  the  picture  we  have  in  our  mind’s  eye. 

A  nation  enervated,  public  conscience  and  social 
relations  debauched,  deadly  poisons  pulsating  through 
every  vein !  What  woe  may  not  another  hundred 
years  unfold  !  We  sketch  no  protraiture  of  the  fancy 
— no  ideal  vision — when  we  tell  you  that  the  return 
of  the  next  centennial  may  witness  our  vast  cities 
converted  into  immense  sinks  of  moral  and  physical 
pollution  and  degeneracy,  our  young  men  and  mai¬ 
dens  falling  victims  to  countless  forms  of  vice  and 
depravity,  our  Eepublican  government  so  rotten  to 
its  core  that  it  has  become  a  farce ;  that  only  bad 
men  can  reach  the  positions  once  filled  by  Washing¬ 
ton  and  his  compeers ;  that  any  form  of  despotism 
will  be  gladly  hailed  by  a  suffering  people,  as  a  re¬ 
lief  from  the  despotism  of  drunken,  dissolute  major¬ 
ities.  So  truly  as  this  heaven-accursed  traffic  in 
strong  drink  continues  another  hundred  years  this 
will  be  no  ideal  picture,  but  a  fearful  reality  of 
which  no  mortal  pen  or  tongue  can  adequately  por- 
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tray  the  sad  truth.  Then  may  we  expect  religion 
and  its  accompanying  institutions  of  benevolence  to 
be  swept  away  before  the  fiery  breath  of  the  still, 
more  fatal  in  its  blight  than  the  simoon  of  the  desert. 
Murder,  arson  and  every  form  of  violence  will  stalk 
red-handed  through  the  land.  On  every  avenue  and 
highway  the  saloon  of  the  gambler,  the  house  of  the 
prostitute,  legalized  and  made  honorable ,  may  be  ex¬ 
pected  unblushingly  to  rear  their  marble  fronts  and 
open  wide  the  gate  to  perdition.  Chastity,  honor 
and  honesty,  buried  in  the  same  dark  tomb  of  obliv¬ 
ion  that  shrouds  the  form  of  temperance,  may  be  look¬ 
ed  for  in  vain,  while  weeping  angels,  as  they  ascend 
with  the  dark  record  to  the  eternal  Throne,  will  veil 
their  faces  to  see  a  nation  born  in  prayers,  nurtured 
to  hardihood  amidst  storms  of  oppression,  favored 
with  the  richest  blessings  of  Heaven,  sunk  forever 
in  the  gloom  of  a  rayless,  hopeless  night — a  night 
of  moral  pollution  from  which  there  can  be  no  res- 
surection.  Adown  the  ages  History  lifts  her  eloquent 
voice  but  apparently  lifts  it  in  vain.  Other  nations 
have  traversed  the  same  path  over  which  we  are  now 
passing ;  have  been  subjected  to  the  same  trials,  have 
been  unequal  to  the  occasion — have  been  u  weighed 

*  i 

in  the  balance  and  found  wanting ;  ”  from  prosperity, 
opulence  and  renown,  have  been  hurried  down  the 
abysses  of  dishonor  and  infamy.  Alexander,  the  con¬ 
queror  of  the  world,  unable  to  govern  his  own  pas¬ 
sions,  murdered  in  a  drunken  debauch  the  truest  friend 
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he  had,  and  whilst  yet  young,  died,  the  horrid  death 
of  a  degraded  sot.  His  mighty  empire,  permeated 
with  the  vice  that  had  ruined  its  chief,  crumbled 
into  discordant  factions  and  petty  states.  Eome, 
mistress  of  the  world, — fell,  fell  as  never  nation  has 
fallen,  but  fell  not  beneath  Goth  or  Gaul  or  Yandal. 
She  fell  beneath  universal  drunkenness  which  de¬ 
graded  every  part  of  the  nation,  until  the  seven- 
hilled  city  with  its  four  millions  of  souls  was  one 
vast  lazaretto — one  pest-house  of  unbridled  debauch¬ 
ery.  What  ruined  Eome,  is  ruining  us,  is  crowding 
away  with  fearful  rapidity  the  simplicity  and  pro¬ 
bity  of  the  earlier  days  of  the  Eepublic,  and  sowing 
everywhere,  broadcast,  the  seeds  of  national  dis¬ 
solution. 

Heaven  mercifully  grant  that  the  picture  thus 
feebly  drawn  may  not  be  realized  one  hundred  years 
to  come ;  that  the  sun  of  our  second  centennial  may 
not  illumine  a  land  livid  with  hate,  rent  with  con¬ 
tentions  and  evil  passions ;  that  we  hear  not  as  the 
eternal  knell  of  our  hopes  the  sad  refrain  chorused 
before  the  throne  of  the  Eternal : — 

“Poor  race  of  men,  sang  the  pitying  spirits, 

Dearly  ye  pay  for  your  primal  fall  j 
No  flowrets  of  Eden  ye  now  inherit. 

The  trail  of  the  serpent  is  over  them  all.” 

But  there  is  another  picture  to  give,  as  bright  with 
heaven’s  own  light,  as  the  first  is  dark  with  the 
smoke  that  envelopes  the  pit  of  perdition.  It,  too,  is 


Gob’s  Centennial. 


19 


a  picture  that  may  become  a  reality  as  joyous  as  the 
other  is  sad. 

To  become  a  reality  it  only  requires  the  earnest 
labor  of  all  the  men  and  women  who  assume  the 
name  of  the  Crucified  One ;  of  all  who  desire  national 
prosperity  instead  of  national  dishonor ;  of  all  who 
desire  to  see  the  day  of  the  Lord  ushered  in. 

Closing  our  eyes  to  all  dark  forebodings  of  evil  we 
see  before  us  now  a  picture  brilliant  with  rays  of 
glory;  we  see  a  united,  peaceful,  happy,  heaven- 
blessed  nation,  numbering  hundreds  of  millions, 
wending  their  way  to  the  city  of  Penn  to  celebrate 
their  second  centennial.  The  sun  rises  gloriously  in 
the  east  on  the  morn  of  the  4th  of  July,  1976,  and 
smiles  on  a  land  crowned  with  peace  and  plenty, 
whose  sons  are  honored,  whose  daughters  are  virtu¬ 
ous.  No  discordant  sound  is  borne  on  the  breezes. 
The  church  and  the  school-room  dot  every  hill  and 
fleck  every  valley.  Angels  above  smile  to  see  mor¬ 
tals  almost  as  happy,  as  God-fearing,  as  they.  Men 
of  probity  hold  every  position  of  trust.  Licentious¬ 
ness  and  debauchery  are  almost  unknown,  whilst  our 
teeming  millions,  in  friendly  rivalry,  display  the  pro¬ 
ducts  of  plough  and  loom,  of  anvil  and  forge,  and 
the  thousand  fruits  of  a  steady  development  of  high 
civilization.  We  see  here  industry  and  virtue,  tem¬ 
perance  and  godliness  linked  arm  in  arm,  going  forth 
to  bless  all  our  free  land  and  all  the  inhabitants 
thereof.  The  zephyrs  dally  proudly  with  the  star- 
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spangled  banner,  symbol  of  might  and  right  com* 
bined — -star  of  the  world’s  hope.  But  we  see  no  men, 
dragged  by  the  demon  strong  drink  from  the  throne 
of  genius,  reeling  in  beastly  intoxication  through  the 
streets  of  the  Quaker  city.  We  miss  the  piles  of 
corses  of  bloated  drunkards.  We  miss  the  train 
of  widows  and  orphans  in  weeds  of  woe.  We  hear 
no  wail  ascending  from  gray-haired,  heart-broken 
parents  over  a  son  or  daughter  lost  forever — lost  to 
a  nobler  life — lost  to  honor  and  virtue — lost  to  all 
eternity.  We  see  no  infuriate  maniac  plunging  the 
fatal  knife  into  the  bosom  of  the  gentle,  loving  being 
that  gave  him  birth.  Penitentiaries  and  alms-houses, 
that  once  reared  so  wide  their  stately  walls,  have 
been  contracted  to  insignificant  proportions.  Thrift, 
intelligence,  love  of  country,  of  man  and  of  God,  bless 
all  our  happy  land.  From  all  the  land  rises,  in  one 
triumphant  chorus,  the  refrain  of  all  the  people,  till 
the  millions  of  mingled  voices  sound  like  the  noise 
of  many  waters,  like  the  voices  of  mighty  thunder- 
ings,  “Alleluiah!  for  the  Lord  God  Omnipotent 
reigneth.” 

Shall  the  last  picture  we  have  presented  be  a  glori¬ 
ous  reality?  Shall  1976  be  not  only  the  second  cen¬ 
tennial  of  our  national  existence,  but  also  God’s 
centennial  of  a  world  redeemed  and  disenthralled  ? 
Shall  our  unexampled  prosperity  and  happiness 
preach  to  all  the  world  as  they  gather  with  us  and 
note  and  wonder  ?  Shall  our  example  evangelize 
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more  rapidly  than  could  the  oratory  of  Whitefield  or 
the  eloquence  of  archangels  ?  Shall  we,  by  putting 
away  from  us  the  accursed  thing  that  inevitably 
brings  on  all  who  use  or  encourage  it  the  curse  of 
Jehovah,  become  a  nation  truly  saved  of  the  Lord  ? 
The  answer  rests  with  the  millions  composing  this 
nation  now  so  rapidly  being  engulfed  in  the  jaws 
of  the  maelstrom  of  strong  drink.  But  forget  not 
that  the  answer  rests  not  upon  the  nation  collectively, 
but  upon  each  individual  unit  of  the  nation.  We 
can  be  true  to  God  and  ourselves,  to  our  offspring 
and  our  neighbors,  to  the  present  and  to  posterity ;  or 
we  can  be  recreant  „  to  all  these  holy  trusts  and  sink 
beneath  the  malediction,  “  Depart,  unfaithful  servant, 
into  everlasting  darkness ;  see  the  gloom  of  the 
tomb  envelope  all  that  you  love,  all  for  which  you 
live.” 

True,  we  have  much  against  which  we  must  con¬ 
tend  if  we  would  battle  for  the  right.  The  skies 
sometimes  seem  very  dark.  Vice,  in  the  various  forms 
in  which  it  gives  us  battle  seem^  to  triumph  all 
around  us.  But  is  there  any  credit  in  winning  a 
battle  unattended  by  labor  ?  Is  there  any  heroism 

in  fighting  only  when  strongly  entrenched  positions 
and  vast  superiority  of  numbers  promises  an  easy 

victory  ?  We  may  sometimes  feel  well  nigh  disheart¬ 
ened.  Look  at  the  vastness  of  the  issue  and  take 
courage.  Let  us  be  true  to  ourselves,  and  God  will 
crown  our  efforts  with  success  so  that  in  His  own 
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good  time  we  can  take  up  the  paean  of  rejoicing  and 
triumphantly  chant : — 

“  Now  joy  and  thanks  forever  more : 

The  dreary  night  at  length  has  passed. 

_  • 

The  slumbers  of  our  land  are  o’er ; 

Our  nation  stands  erect  at  last. 

u  More  than  we  hoped  in  that  dark  time 
When  faint  with  watching,  few  and  worn, 

We  saw  no  welcome  day-star  climb 
The  cold,  grey  pathway  of  the  morn. 

11 0  weary  hours,  0  night  of  years ; 

What  toils  our  darkling  pathway  swept, 

When,  crowding  back  our  thronging  fears, 

By  faith  alone  our  march  we  kept. 

u  How  scoffed  the  jeering  crowd  behind ; 

How  mocked  before  the  worldly  train, 

As  one  by  one  the  true  and  kind 
Fell  fainting  in  our  path  of  pain 

11  They  died,  their  brave  hearts  breaking  slow, 

But  self-forgetful  to  the  last. 

In  words  of  cheer  and  bugle  glow 

Their  breath  upon  the  darkness  passed. 

“A  Mighty  host  on  either  hand 

Stood  waiting  for  the  dawn  of  day, 

To  crush  like  reeds  our  noble  band. 

The  morn  has  come,  and  where  are  they? 

u  Rank  after  rank  their  line  forsakes 
With  peace-white  banners  waving  free ; 

Whilst  from  our  own  the  glad  shout  breaks 
Of  Temperance  and  Fraternity. 
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t(  Like  mists  before  the  opening  light 
The  hostile  cohorts  melt  away. 

Hurrah !  our  foemen  of  the  night 
Are  brothers  at  the  dawn  of  day. 

“  As  unto  these  repentant  ones 

We  open  wide  our  toil-worn  ranks, 

Along  our  line  a  murmur  runs 

Of  song  and  praise  and  grateful  thanks. 

"  Sound  for  the  onset,  blast  on  blast, 

Till  whiskey’s  minions  cower  and  quail ! 

One  charge  of  fire  shall  drive  them  fast 
Like  chaff  before  a  northern  gale. 

u  0  prisoners  in  your  house  of  pain, 

Besotted  millions  bound  and  sold, 

Look !  stretched  o’er  hill  and  vale  and  plain, 

The  Lord’s  delivering  hand  behold.” 

it  is  not  ours  to  habitually  complain.  It  is  not 
ours  to  bicker  and  wrangle,  to  bewail  an  apparent 
want  of  fruit.  It  is  ours  to  go  forward,  to  do  our 
duty  and  God’s  work,  and  leave  the  result  in  His 
hands.  It  is  ours  to  work,  not  for  license— for  legal 
guards,  for  restrictions  around  a  traffic  which  is  sap¬ 
ping  the  life  of  the  nation,  of  the  church  and  of 
our  homes ;  but  to  work  for  entire  prohibition — for 
complete  extirpation — for  the  total  abolition  of  the 
rum  traffic.  Just  so  long  as  this  infamous  traffic 
flourishes  beneath  the  guardianship  of  law,  and 
spreads  its  Upas  branches  by  the  sanction  of  the 
statute  books  of  the  State,  so  long  we  will  look  in 
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vain  for  the  eastern  sky  to  herald  the  glorious  dawn 
of  God’s  Centennial  of  universal  harmony,  righteous- 
ness  and  love. 

The  approaching  Centennial  of  our  National  Inde¬ 
pendence  will  indeed  be  a  joyous  occasion,  yet  who 
may  venture  to  predict  how  many  men  it  may  .wreck, 
how  many  homes  it  may  blight.  How  many  young 
men,  strong  in  their  youth  and  proud  in  their  sup¬ 
posed  ability  to  resist  the  wily,  insidious  approaches 
of  the  tempter,  will  leave  their  Northern,  Southern, 
Eastern  and  Western  homes  to  mingle  with  the  mil¬ 
lions  in  the  “  City  of  Brotherly  Love.”  Some  will 
pass  through  scenes  entirely  new  to  their  bedazzled 
gaze. 

TEN  THOUSAND  DRINKING  SALOONS, 

clothed  in  their  most  attractive  forms  and  rendered 
honorable  by  the  sanction  of  the  law-makers  of  the 
Keystone  State,  will  entice.  Some  will  pass  unscathed 
through  the  ordeal.  But  some,  and  alas !  how  many, 
we  know  not,  will  fall — will  fall  from  rectitude  and 
manhood,  to  return  to  homes  no  more,  or  return  only 
wrecks  of  their  former  selves — foul  libels  on  the 
image  of  their  God. 

We  can  conceive  of  the  noble  Penn  looking  down 
from  the  realms  of  the  blessed,  and  whilst  he  rejoices 
in  the  growth  and  prosperity  of  his  own  loved  Phila¬ 
delphia — child  of  his  hope  and  his  benediction — sadly 
grieved  to  see  her  prosperity  marred  by  ten  thou- 
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sand  scenes  of  debauchery,  her  nobleness  blotched 
with  the  prolific  vice-breeding  dens  of  the  traffic  in 
strong  drink. 

What  shouts  of  joy  and  exultation  would  ring 
throughout  all  the  heavenly  arches,  and  spread  a 
holy  calm  through  the  bosom  of  the  illustrious  Qua¬ 
ker,  could  our  next  Centennial  witness  all  this  passed 
away  forever  as  passes  off'  some  horrid  dream  of  the 
night;  and  the  Centennial  of  the  future  be  the  Cen¬ 
tennial  which  would  proclaim  to  all  the  listening  na¬ 
tions,  Behold  what  God  hath  wrought — -great  and 
marvelous  are  His  works.  Our  land  is  disenthralled 
— redeemed  from  the  curse  of  the  aores.  The  ven- 

o 

omous  fires  of  the  still  are  extinguished,  never  to  be 
relighted.  The  Lord  reigneth,  and  this  is  His  Cen¬ 
tennial.  Let  all  the  earth  rejoice ;  our  land  is  truly 
free,  for  the  truth  has  made  us  free. 

One  of  the  two  pictures  herein  presented  must  be 
speedily  realized — realized  in  much  less  than  one 
hundred  years.  Before  another  century  has  revolved 
we  must  either  wipe  off  the  foul  stain  that  on  our 
escutcheon  lies,  or  it  will  sink  us  and  all  our  posterity 
into  hopeless,  helpless  ruin. 

Ours  have  been  opportunities  and  blessings  far 
beyond  any  that  have  been  bestowed  upon  any  na¬ 
tion.  If  we  fall,  ours  will  be  a  fall  unparalleled  in 
desolation  and  woe.  As  have  been  our  blessings,  so 
will  be  our  curse,  if  those  blessings  are  slighted  and 
misapplied.  God  will  abandon  us  and  raise  up  other 
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peoples  to  be  the  standard-bearers  of  right.  He  is 
calling  us  now  by  His  leniency,  by  His  providences, 
by  the  ruins  of  rum  around  us,  by  blighted  hearth¬ 
stones  and  starving  children,  to  be  true  to  ourselves, 
or  to  be  crushed  beneath  the  millstone  we  are  em¬ 
bracing.  Should  we  fall,  ours  will  be  a  fall  unex¬ 
ampled  in  history. 

“Like  Jezebel’s  face  at  her  casement, 

Strangely  dismayed  and  perplexed, 

The  world  will  look  forth  in  amazement, 

Marveling  what’s  to  come  next. 

The  world  will  look  ’round  her  in  wonder, 

For  beauty  and  strength  destroyed, 

For  brotherhoods  rent  in  sunder, 

And  statecraft  quite  made  void; 

u  And  cry,  alas !  for  her  glory, 

Ichabod — vanished  outright, 

And  all  her  magnificent  story 
Told  as  a  dream  of  the  night. 

Alas !  for  the  heroes  and  sages 
Saddened  in  glory  to  know 
What  they  had  built  for  all  ages 
Melts  like  a  palace  of  snow. 

“  Alas,  what  a  libel  on  Freedom  ; 

Statesmen  gone  to  the  bad, 

Priests  turned  Arabs  of  Edom, 

A  nation  with  alcohol  mad. 

How  dimly  through  sons  so  degraded— 

Pigmies  ill  spring  from  great  men — 

Even  your  glories  look  faded, 

Washington,  Franklin  and  Penn. 
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u  A  curse  on  the  monsters,  unfilial, 

Who  are  tearing  their  mother  to  shreds — 

A  curse  on  the  sons  of  Behai — 

A  curse  on  their  parricide  heads.” 

The  question  of  the  age  far  transcending  all  politi¬ 
cal  questions  is,  shall  rum  or  prohibition  triumph  ? 
It  is  a  home  question  to  all.  There  is  scarcely  a 
family  in  our  land  that  has  not  felt  directly  or  indi¬ 
rectly  the  poisoned  fangs  of  the  serpent.  It  is  soon 
to  be  a  home  question  to  many  who  are  now  sleep- - 
ing  in  fancied  security,  dreaming  that  the  curse  is 
afar  from  them.  Some  may  awaken  when  too  late 
to  a  realization  of  the  very  direct  personal  interest 
which  they  have  in  this  question. 

God  grant  that  no  reader  of  this  pamphlet  may  be 
awakened  too  late  from  his  sleep  of  indifference — -per¬ 
haps  by  the  bleeding  corpse  of  a  loved  son  borne  to 
his  door,  or  a  daughter  sunk  where  other  daughters 
as  lovely,  as  gifted,  as  well  trained  as  her  have  sunk. 

Prohibition  or  unrestrained  rum  is  the  great  ques¬ 
tion  of  the  age. 

Drunkenness  is  the  crime  of  the  nation — a  crime 
that  has  reached  high  heaven,  and  is  crying  out 
against  this  nation  before  the  throne  of  the  Almighty. 
Only  by  its  extirpation  can  we  usher  in  His  Centen¬ 
nial — infinitely  more  glorious  than  the  brightest  pa¬ 
geantry  of  any  human  Centennial. 

There  are  two  songs  that  mortals  are  alternately 
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chanting.  (The  song  of  the  doubter  is  sorrowful, 
indeed.) 

“  The  light  of  the  orb  of  day  has  fled, 

God  has  forgotten  the  world  ; 

The  moon  is  gone  and  the  stars  are  dead, 

God  has  forgotten  the  world. 

“  Evil  stands  on  the  neck  of  good, 

And  rules  the  world  alone ; 

We  ask  in  faith  for  our  daily  bread, 

And  receive  the  heartless  stone. 

a  There  is  no  good,  there  is  no  God, 

And  faith  is  a  heartless  cheat 
That  bares  the  back  for  the  Devil's  rod, 

And  scatters  thorns  for  the  feet. 

“  What  is  work  in  the  lips  of  death, 

Filling  and  chilling  with  hail ; 

What  are  prayers,  but  wasted  breath, 

Beaten  back  by  the  fearful  gale.” 

Let  ours  be  tbe  nobler  song  of  Faitb,  and  let  ns 
chant  it  in  triumphal  strains  over  prostrate  evil. 

“Day  will  come  with  a  fresher  noon, 

God  will  remember  the  world ; 

Night  will  come  with  a  newer  moon, 

God  will  remember  the  world. 

u  Faith  is  the  ladder  by  which  we  climb 
To  the  realms  of  the  Great  To  Be  j 
Prayer,  the  ever  springing  fount 
That  leads  to  the  infinite  sea. 
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11  Work  is  the  means  by  which  we  live, 

And  grow  to  a  growth  diviner ; 

Faith ,  work  and  prayer ,  the  cords  that  lead 
To  heights  of  love  sublimer. 

u  God  shall  rule  o’er  wrong  at  last, 

While  ours,  the  rich  collation, 

To  see  the  cup  of  blessing  passed 
Up  being’s  piled  gradation.” 

Let  us  remember  in  this  contest  of  the  ages,  for 
our  nation,  for  God  and  our  homes,  that 

N 

u  God  gives  no  value  unto  man 
Unmatched  with  meed  of  labor, 

And  cost,  of  worth,  has  ever  been 
The  closest  neighbor.” 

Let  us  never  falter  in  laboring  on  in  faith  for  futu¬ 
rity.  Should  our  next  Centennial  witness  the  glad 
celebration  of  a  land  completely  disenthralled  from 
this  bondage  to  Bang  Alcohol,  how  bright  will  be 
the  jewels  in  the  crown  of  every  faithful  laborer. 
How  glorious  to  hail  with  glad  acclaim,  from  ocean 
to  ocean,  from  frozen  realms  to  tropical  climes,  a 
common  country,  so  freed  from  its  dark,  damning 
stain  of  the  past,  as  to  be  pure  as  Paria’s  spotless 
marble — to  hail  our  second  Centennial  as  a  day  of 
national  jubilation  of  universal  praise  and  thanksgiv¬ 
ing — God’s  Centennial. 


